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A TALK WITH MARQUARD, HERO OF BASEBALL FANS
The Pitcher in His Day of Triumph Recalls When He Was the $11,000

Lemon Fickleness of Public Favor How He Became
a Pitcher Baseball as a Profession

see Mr. Mnrqunrd?"

TO Tim liollhop's tone was roveron-Ma- i.

I nodded, conscious
enough of tli distinction.

Mr. Marquard will I. down directly."
Hie bellhop's tone was 111 reverential

l)tit In- - spoke tlu tiaiiii! with mi unction
that made it enrty. A prosperous looking
old gentleman mi n seat near Mm hotel
desk looked up briskly. A placid looking
old Indy did the same. A youngish limn
who had been rending a paj-o- regarded
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FIND MY NAME ON IN STORE,

mo with envy. A dusky attendant led me
to a chair with his most di"tingui!liod

for had not Marqunrd
indicated his intention of 'coing ire?

Marquard! Who that known heroes
knows not that mime' Who Mint
lieves that the breaker of ha-cb- records
in quite the equal of the impels and in-

finitely than Ale.vnnder does not
reverence it now? Who has not heard it
hhrieked ecstatically from the bleachers,
triumphantly acclaimed from more ex-

clusive parts the subject of mil vernal
rejoicing, the one name that Progressives
and Conservative Republicans alike
unite tiion Marqtiard!

1 looked up. A very tall, very brond
shouldered young man ft; a
well dressed, well groomed, tanned young
man with brown eyes and heavy eyebrows;
a young man who tapered down to Mm

ends ol his. very long legs and who swung
two enormous blown hands us ho

I didn't know him, but I suspected him
from these hands; 1 suspected him from
those shoulders. I should certainly have
known him In any case from the sensation
he created near Mint hotel desk. Tho
prosperous old gentleman totally neg-
lected the placid old lady and stared
raptly at Marqtiard. Tho placid old Indy
entirely disregnrded tlm prosperous old
gentleman and stared at him aUo. The
clerk ternorarily neglected a patron and
stared too. .The young rami with tho
uewspnper wan nil eyes.

"(rood morning," said tho tall young
man.

He put out one of tho onormousibrown
bands and pressed mine with a grip which
seemed inadequate to his size. It was an
Inconclusive sort of grip, though the
hands felt enveloping and very hard.
Ho subsided into a green cane chair
and proceeded to become a study in
angles.

How.iver Mr. Marqard sits he looms
to an angle. Angles seem to him
like pitching and fover and tho things
he can't help. He thrust a vast perspective,
of left leg over an quantity of right
leg and proceeded to look angularly o.

Ho didn't oven remotely suggest
tho "Uube" prefix with which Imsoball
writers have credited him.

Ho had something of tho olr of acollege
boy, though about ten years older than
the uvorago college boy. Ho looked ten
years older than hid 22. His dark blue
needle striped suit was Woll tailored.
His 8xtty, fancy waistcoat was tho same,
His yellow oxfords and yellow socks Wero
unmistakably metropolitan,

"Pitching I askod.
"Not y not till wo got to Chicago,"

said tho hero In a deep, well regulated
voice.

It was an experienced votcn. It sug-

gested tho face, mature and solf-oon- -i

rolled. The adoring bellboys' eyen fol-

lowed liU lips. A gentleman in a near seat
iltew up closer and appeared to bo too
industriously absorbed in his paper to bo
absorbed in it at all,

"reeling sort of strung up alxwt It?"
I ventured, for it won his twentieth game
and that which, if ),, won, would more than
equal all pitching records.

"No, I don't caro now, 'I've tied It and
I don't cue I'll win that game sure,"
(lledidu t i "It was that lost giunn when
I w'4H strung up Say, Mint wan awful.
I'Iiomi iv.i I.lsi innings " o lased

i i a stre.uu ( fie tin huieal in baseball,
wl Mill t I ...I. 'itlelllgeul "Ves, those
iw i,t II, illt'

I h ik hH lu a I oiprcsHelr
I was fluxing all mer " lie shook

tils head icuuiilsi'ctitly and another

I angle In the small green chair of depress-
ing memory. "Hut I don't caro now, and
that's why I'm going to win tho twentieth.

J Confidence that's the wholo story. If a
man's got conlldonco ho can do anything,
I guess."

i The gentleman In the nearby seat for-
sook his paper and undisgulscdly listened.

"You can have all tho speed In tho
world." the oraclo went on, "and all tho
control, hut somehow they both go wrong
if you haven't got confidence to back 'em,
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"Good morning, Mr. Marquardl
An important looking person Inter-- 1

rupted from the rear. He looked like
money. H put out a gratulatory hand
and shook the recumbent hero's.

"Pitching
"Not repeated Mr. Marquard,

"not till I get to Chicago."
"Come out and have some golf, then,"

said the important looking man eagerly.
"I'd llko to, but we leave town

and "

"Telephone, Mr. Marquard." Things
wero stirring with the hero.

"How did you coran to break into base-
ball?" I nskod when he returned and pre-
cipitated himself again into the little
green chair and complicated himself into
tho intrieacioa of a further knot.

"I was about 16," ho answored in his
serious, even 'way, "and I'd come into
Cleveland from tho farm and was throw-
ing at nigger dolls ono day at a sort of aide
liooth, when I noticed a fellow watching
me. I was pretty good nt hitting those
dolls. Finally the man came up.

"'You'd mako a good pitcher,' he said.
"I laughed and threw soma mora.
"You'd make a crackerjack pitcher,'

ho said after a while; 'have you arer
played?'

"'No,' I answered; 'I've been too busy
ploughing.'

"'Woll. I'll give you $5 for every gam
you pitch,' said the man.

"That looked pretty good to me, so I
said I'd tako it, and I started to pit oh,
nnd and, well wo loat tho life out of the
other teams. Altera while the City League
team offered me twenty a week, and
twenty a week looked about as big as
a million dollars in those days. In the
first fourteen games I gave two bases on
tails and twenty-tw- o bits."

Mr. Marquard hurled bimaolf Into aa
ocean of technicalities, while I still bora
up intelligently. Tho nearby gentleman
edged an inch nearer and smiled dellght-odl- y.

"Two bases and twenty-tw- o hit la
fourteen games!" re minis oently repeated
Marquard, when a radiant young gentle-
man, hlthorto unobserved, projected him-
self on ouo of the hero's hands and vig-
orously shook it,

"flood morning, Mr. Marquard; good
morning," said he. "Pitching

"Not replied the pitcher; "not
till Chicago."

"How about a spin In my ear then?"
said the radiant young man eagerly.
"It's right outside "

Mr. Marquard was understood to say
that they left that night.

"And then I Joined the Giants." con-
tinued the Giants' great pltoher, "and
then" he nodded his head with impres-
sive solemnity "I got mine."

Mr. Marquard thoughtfully pulled at the
strings of hia yollow oxfords aa he un-
coiled himself from his latest angle.

"I'll never forgot that day," said be in
his oven, comfortable tone. "There were
nuHMi topln there all come to see the
wonderful lll.ooo pitcher they'd heard so
much nliout. They expected him to pitch
$ll,(ioo worth Just liko thot. Nothing
but a miracle would have satisfied 'em.
Well, I warmed up a bit and then McGraw
enmo ami said;

"'I'll pitch you,'
"I was so nervous I could scarcely

stand; hoi i, my legs went shaking.
The lieio paused nnd culminated In his

fnliiiii.il "ll was uw fill.1
"The llrst ball I pitched," ho went on,

"I hit the Uitsinaii on the back and
knocked him Cut; then I gave tores linn

on bolls nnd then McOraw took me out.
That was my finish.

"After that they called me everything;
and I want to tell you," said Marquard
to me, although he had a small audience
by this time, a second gentleman having
sidled tip, "that I learned the baseball
public In a way I shan't forget. Tho
newspaper writers who'd lioen telling me
what a wonder I was ojiened up and tho
public followed them. It it was awful.
All the glad hands can't shako that lesson
out of me, now I'm going some, and all
the applause can't deaden it.

"And I think I've got the words 'eleven
thousand dollar lemon' memorized Iwttrr
than any other four words In tho lan-
guage. If I'd open a paper the first words
I'd see on the sporting page were those
that made up 'eleven thousand dollar
lemon.' If some kid saw me on tho street
he'd call out 'There goes tho eleven thou-
sand dollar lemon.'

"I'd get it in tho baseball grounds
whenever I'd show my face. I'd get it
in the hotel when I'd catch little scra of
conversation. If I went to a show some
comedian would be sum to have some-
thing about It. The fans were full of it.
Why, I stqpped rending the newspapers
and got so I even hated to show myself
on tho street for fear I'd Iw recognized ,

It it was awful.
"The one thing I couldn't sidestep wns

my mail. I'd get twelve or fifteen letters
a day. I cil 'em 'big stiff letters, be-
cause they always commenced, 'You
big stiff,' 'Get hock to the plough' they
used to say, and if it hadn't leen for
McGraw 1 don't know but what I would
have felt like doing it.

"He's a great pal of mine, McGraw.
He had faith in me when I cues I'd lost
faith in myself; for If a liaseball pitcher
hasn t got all the nerve and confidence
In the world the fans can break his heart.

ouly yours!.'

Well, It was llko that for three years.
Then its I was wanning up one day a fan
called 'You big stiff, why don't you
show somothing?' Now faai had ofton
called that out before it seemed tho
regular thing, but that day It sort of sunk
In and hardened, and I made up my mind
I'd show some, I kept it in my head I
could show some.

"That was a little over a year ago In
Tune, loll. Then came July 4 and that
first gamo with St. Louis. I struck out
fifteen men in ono game that day."

Mr. Marquard .launched himself en
thusiastically upon a technical review
of the game. 1 wish I could record it,
but I can't, though I believe I looked
intelligent.

"Then I struck a winning streak and
kept it up," Marquard went on. "The
papers said I waa lucky, but I know better.
What that crazy fan had said had hard-
ened me up. I didn't core for all ran-
dom any more.

" 'Just my gamo,' I kept thinking.
That's all I'vo got to think about; just

my game. Let 'em writo their trash
in the sporting pages or yell what they
want. I'll mako 'em corao to me.'

"That winter I went 10 McGraw. 'I've
got all the confidence nerve in the
world now,' I said. McOraw looked at
mo as If he wondered what was coming.
'Just watch mo this year,' I said. 'Just
watch mo go. I'm going to break all
records. Nothing can stop me. Now,
remember, all records.'

"He looked at mo kind of funny for a
while.

" 'Well,' he said, 'show me and Ml
treat you right.'

"Yes, he's n great pal of mine, is
McOraw. He stuck to me; ho had faith
in me when I scarcely hod another friend.
But the public'."

Tho great Marquard solemnly nodded
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BROAD IN THE WITH HANDS, HE TAPERS DOWN TO THE ENDS OF HIS VERY
LONG .LEGS.

Yes, McOraw stuck to tne, I guess lots his head nnd an agitated uttendant fluU
of managers have trailed nm off or tered no
dropped mo. nut ho had fultli in nn "Yes, Mr ho cried.
he and Hoblnjon, tho coach. They used

' "Nothing, son," said Mnrquard stir- -
to nay. louu gut It In you, if you call prised, and tlm agitated attendant do- -

and

out,

and

and

I parted
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SHOULDERS AND ENORMOUS

would
Mnrquard,"

dleappointed.

"Hut the public," I repeated.
"Th public," repented the rHloi.ibtnbl"

champion rising from the small green
chair and pacing briskly up and down

If there's ono thing you don't want tn
bank on it's tne pubUe. 1 learned that at

RUBE MARQUARD A STUDY IN ANGLES.

that game where I knocked the fellow
down, you know. Yes, if there's ono
thing in the world that's more fickle
than any other thing it's tho public.

"Tho public's got no memory, no grati-
tude, no heart, no consideration for
illness, hard luck or any other thing
under tho calendar. Tho public loves
Just ono thing a winner. Give them
a winner and watch them go up in the air.
Watch them mako a hero out of him.
Watch them follow him through the
streets and make all kinds of a fuss over
him. But let that hero make one bad
play and good night. The public!"

Mr. "Rube Marquard dropped his
tanned 8 foot 2 deliberately down upon an
other chair at the end of hia walk and at a
distance from his preceding resting place,
to the pathot lo dismay of the two gentle-
men that hod edged tip. Mr. Marquard
regarded the cliair in a calculating way,
cocked a comfortable log over one of its
arms, formed a completely new fashion
of angle and addressed himself to the sub-
ject again, which was evidently a favorite
one.

"The publlo," he repeated once more.
"It doesn't realize how hard a player
works, and I don't think it wants to realize
it. In ninety-nin- e cases out of a hundred
the boll player Is doing the best that is in
him. Rut the public is unfair. It's like
the audionce on an amateur night it
doesn't give the performer a show. And
once started it keeps nt him till whatever
confidence he has is gone and whatever
ability he has is out of control.

The publio roasted the life out of mo
for three years, in almost any part of
which I could have made good If they'd
only given me a show. Now I'm going
pretty well they've got mo for the here
put and expect me to fall for It. They're
all up in the air about me," said Mr. Mar-
quard, indicating a more limited control
of metaphor than of curve.

"Why, after that nineteenth game."
aid the record breaker hugging his kneo

at yet a newer angle, "two policemen had
to go up with me in the elevator from tho
baseball grounds. Thoy wanted to shake
fay hands off. Watch 'em if I ever slip up
the least bit watch 'em turn again."

He turned himself at this point to ob-
serve an ecstatio attendant rushing forth
to him once more. Another telephone
call. The hero was still in requisition.

He had spoken all his criticism in the
same deep, even, unruffled tone liko a good
natured giant who yet was disillusioned.
At 22 his manner gave the impression of a
philosopher of 60 who had peeped behind
tho veil and knew his human nature.

"Another nuto ride," he announced when
he came back, "Iiord, how they do come
in those days! It's It's ." Ho searched
round for another ultimate and doclded
upon "terrible."

"And what are some of the impositions
of heroshlp?" I asked.

The hero looked somewhat perplexed.
"Huh?" said he. "What's that?"
What are some of the stunts they do

when a chap's a hero?" I explicated.
"Oh," said he, relieved at once, and then

confidentially; "Say, they're a joke."
"I suppose you first notico you're a

hero around the hotel where everybody
knows you. Thoy whisper after you
when you're a hero. And don't they
stare! I always think of a picture of,
Jeffries witli a mob ut his heels when I
think about myself these days.

"And invitations-do- n't you get 'oml
You heard Uiese two, didn't you?" I
nodded. "There's lots llko thorn. Those
throe telephone calls were invitations,

"The people sure do lovo a winner.
Then you tan tell you're a hero on Uio
baseball grounds. You sure can tell it
by tho hand shaking you do. And Uio
letters! I told you about the 'big stiff'
letters, didn't I? I get the other kind
now,

"I believe I get thirty of 'cm a day.
Oh, all kinds of letters. Fathom want
advice as to whether they ought to lot
their kids become ball players. Kids
writo mid want to know how I throw my
curve ball. And lovo letters! I,ots of
'em." said Mr. "Hubo" Marqunrd seri-
ously, as if those letters might havo been
last wills and testaments or as calmly
us though thoy had been leaflets from u
dentist.

"Then your heroshlp doesn't affect
you very seriously?" I said.

Ho shook a serious head.
"it don't affect me at all," ho answered,

"because 1 know just how much there is
to i .lust itbnnt " h calculated "thive
games; three games going the wrong
way' II about II. me us a hero, No," ho
shook his head iigaln, "the t'nnti t heer
unU they say 'We've got to tuko our huu

off to you,' but they dont mean it. Why,
when I played that first game when I
flattened Uiat fellow out, you know
He returned with a sort of gloomy Joy
to the "big stiff period, but the arrival
of another servitor with another tele-phon- o

call interrupted him.
"How about the psychology of pitch-

ing?" I asked when he returned.
"Ur How's Uiat?" said he.
"The tricks of the trado," I elucidated.
"Oh," said Mr. Marquard, his face

clearing. "There's lots of 'em, I sup-
pose." He looked rumlnatlvely at his
yellowi shoes. "I suppose the great
thing's to find out the weaknesses of the
batsman you're pitching against.

"Enow those big league batsmen?
Why, you've got to know 'em Ilk your
hand. I used to keep a book and watch
each fellow like a hawk when k'd ooms
up to the plate, and I'd mark down In
that book just what he couldntdo. Aftsr
a while I'd find some of 'em couldn't
hit a fast ball. Then I'd writo that down.

"Then players talk among themselves
and swap experionoes, for the on thing
that a ball player talks Is shop. You never
seem to talk anything else when yon play
hall. So you get to know the different
players like an old pair of shoes. Then on
a dark day I blacken the ball."

How's that?" said I myself.
"I chew toliacco," explained the hero,

"so when I spit on the ball it blackens up.
Then I got it against my dark glove and
a lutsman can't see it."

"I soo," said I, becoming Inducted to
the higher scientific, processes of pitching.

"And the sacrifice?"
"Sacrifice?" interrupted Mr. Mar-

quard wonderlngly, perplexed no doubt
as to whore baseball technicalities came
in.

"The sacrifices entailed In becoming a
winning pitcher," I nastily interrupted.
I feared Mr. Marquard on baseball
technicalities.

"Oh!" he exclaimed. "Well, you've
got to live clean if you call that a sacrifice.
That's about all. You can't be a winner
and drink. You can't be a winner and
dissipate.

"You've got to store every ounce of
your energy by taking your rest. I'm in
bed at 10 o'clock every night If I don't
tako in a show, and if I do I mako up for
it. Yoi; don't drink, don't dissipate, tako
your rest ." Mr, Marquard seemed
to lie thinking vory hard to find something
clo, but couldn't. "Woll, that's aliout
till I figure," ho said.

"And nliout tho monoy in liascbnll?
"All kinds of money," promptly re-

sponded tho pltchor. "I got n fair con-

tract in the first place, but that doesn't
begin to touch tho money a good pitcher
mako if he's going woll. Ho gets all
kinds of business chancos without having
to 8ond a cent himself. Only last week I

had two invitations one to open a cafa
and "

"Thon can wo look to seo " I began.
"Not on your llfo," responded Mnr-

quard quickly. "Tho caf6 would be nil
right -- just as long as the winning streak
kept up. But if I ovorfelldown -- good by
to tho cr.fc. You might sell hammers in
it, but you'd never sell drinks.

"Yes," ho repented, "there's nil kinds of
ways of getting money if thincs are going
good, Peoplo want to name clears after
you put your picture on tho bands.
There nro collars tlicy want to name
after you, and shirts and hats rnd gee,
I guoss if my nnme goes on everything
peoplo aro Bending in to mo about I'll
go on everything 1,u CAn ,m' I" a depart-

ment store before I get through, Then
nt tho end of this season I'm booked for
$25,000 in vaudeville. A long way nny
from tho plough, isn't it?"

Uubo chuckled for tho first time.
Tho Invitations were evidently much more
inspiriting than tho cheers nnd the other
invitations toi automobile rides. He
chuckled once more, while tho two gentle-

men who nt a distance got snutclies of the
conversation looked impressed.

"And do you hold on to It?"
"You bet 1 do. I didn't get that 'big

stiff experienco for nothing. I've got a
dandy rnrm." Ho spoke with the first
real cnthuolasm during tho interview.

"For baseball Isn't like It was in tlm
old days. Then players knocked around
and drimk often enough. Ilnseliall y

Is on n clean business basis. It's up to
tho malinger to please the owner and up
to the player to please tho manager

itd tb" one sure black mark on the books
of any up to dato manager Is any

on the part of a player.
That sounds liko a pretty good buslueu,
doesn't It?"
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